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	1. Five Days

I do not own Halo or any related name's terms or place's, Microsoft owns it all  
> <br> ____________________________________________________  
> <br> Chapter One,  
> <br> Five days before Halo's destruction  
> <br> Tom look at what I found in sarge's tent.,Bob a tall blond haired man said. As he pulled out 12 six packs of something from the warthog.  
> <br> Cool pop, Tom a semi tall dark haired man said.  
> <br> Ok man, call it what you want to man, bob said.   
> <br> Have one , Bob said as he tossed one to Tom.  
> Tom caught it and popped the top then he took a sip. he Choked on it. <br>   
> Dude good pop , Tom said.<br>   
> Dude it's not pop it's beer , Bob said<br>   
> Hey ain't we due to go on patrol soon Tom said?<br>   
> Yes we ought to go before Sarge finds out, Bob said as he got in the front seat. Tom got into the guners seat. They drove through the plains that were covered with blood and Body's. Dude, MC. must have been through here. Five hours later they had both fallen asleep, the jolting of the ever growing rocks as they came closer to tha bottomless Abyss of one of the rings many caverns, woke Tom.<br>   
> he said shaking Bob awake. We must have fallen asleep. He looked around, it was much to dark for him to see much, but what he did see, was that they were on a cliff, and were going to drive off it in less than five seconds<br>   
> ____________________________________________________<br>   
> No flames but contructive critisim is very welcome, this is my first fiction that I posted.<p> 


	2. Four Days

I do not own Halo. Microsoft own's every thing but the little red button.  
> <br> ___________________________________________________  
> <br> Tom thinking quickly pulled out a plasma grenade he threw it in front of the warthog. It blew up in front of the warthog. It sent it flying back wards. If not for their seat belts they would have falling out. One of the beers fall out of the warthog then it rolled off the Cliff.   
> <br> Bob screamed. As he watched the beer drop deeper, and deeper until it hit the Botom.  
> <br> Bob i'm going check the warthog out Tom said, as he walked to it. Dude it's wrecked. he added, as he picked up the beers that didn't fall off the Cliff. He then went to were Bob was. When he got their Bob said.   
> <br> Dude look at them. Tom looked down their were two red Elites climbing up a flight of stares. In a minuet they would be on the top the Cliff.  
> <br> ____________________________________________________  
> <br> Special thanks to my brother King Crimson Fan on A Mac, who typed some of it and beta read this for me. OOM-9 who told me not to use the Tom said, Bob said format, wich I did getrid of for the most part. And Thanks to Twinky, for reviewing.


End file.
